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1. Pbilander's Complaint to his beautiful Phillis. 
1 Beautiful Phillis's kind Anſwer to Pbilauder $ 
Complaint. 


i, A comical Dialogue between an honeſt Sailor and. 
his deluding Landlady; ſhewing, the diverting 
Compliments between him and her Daughter. | 


4 Jemmy the Plough Boy. 


e, The young Man's Courtſhip ; 3 or, the N Maid's 
politic Aniwer. . 
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Philander's Complaining bis bramtifa! Phillis: 
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UCH Charms has Phillis that I muſt love her, 
In ſpite oſ Fate I muſt adore, 
Each Time I view her, new Charms 1 diſcover, 
So graceſul ſne is 1 love her all o'er; © 
For ſhe is a Nymph that I doadmire, 


None like her can fire or warm my poor Heart; I « 
Hos happy ſhould | be could ſhe butthink of me? | 
On! then [| ne“ er ſhall complain of the Smatt. Ye 
Can you then ſuffer Philander to languiſh, De 
And neither Pity nor Comfort reſtore; { 
Or can you take Pleaſureto hear of my Anguiſh, Tt 


When tis for you, as 1 told you before : 
Sure'y your Heart can never beſo cruel. 


Since you are the Jewel that I only prize; Co 
When tis in your Power to have a true Lover, ( 
Wo only depends on you, or he dies, Th 
MM enrol Jewel, do not torment me, - _ 
't urn not thy beanteovus Features away; , 
Nothing dear P4illis, can more diſcontenent me; Th 
Fer when thou'rt fed, alas! "tis not Day: | 
Neither the glor ious Sun when tis ſhining, i | \ 


One Beam of Pleaſute can make me perceive, 
Oh! de not crue}, my deareſt ſweet Jewel, 
Save your Pbilauder fromthe ſilent Gtave. 
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2 Phillis $ Anſar to Phllander's Complain 


] Ove „ Philanter, oh! think me enen 

| Every Sigh makes my Soul relent ; ; 1 
Every Lear — you ſhed, my Jewel, : | 

Melteth my Heart, and makes me lament . 

Youth moſt divine, conceal not your Paſſion, 
You might haveown'd, oh! Swain long before; _. 

And when you are pleading, my Heart it lies bleediog, 

Pity ye Powers, and ſend me a Cure. 


I cannot fuffer my Love to be pining, 
Wo is dying for the Sake of my Charms, ö 
Ye Gods let us both be combiding. 
And if he dies let him die ia my Arms: 
Deareſt Phi lander, ſee your fair Phillis, 
See how het Paſſions exceed the Swain's | 
Thrice happy could I prove, blelt in your tender Love 
Though while were wounded, fly Cupid he reigns 


Conquering Beauty of Men and Women, 
Carries a Quiver wherever it flies; 
Thus the true Heart with others in common, 
Vents forth its Paſſion in Love or it dies; 
Bat when true Lovers Hearts are combined, 
Such Joys are abounding I cannot declare, 
T be yep eng lovely Swain. ſiug and dance on the 
ain. 


While the little God Cupiddoth lle. on the Pait. 5 
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A comical Dialogue between an bone. 5 ailor, a 4 hi 5 


deluding Landlady, &c. 


1 tell you a Story, a Story anon, 
Concertiing a Sailor whoſe Name it was John : 
Concerning a Sailor who lately came aſhore, 


In ragged Apparel. like one that was poor. | . 


He went to his Hoſt, where he uſed to drink, 
Who finding his Pockets were empty of Chink, 
For when that he came io, his Landlady did ſay. 


You'r- weleome Home dear Johnny, come fir down 1 pray : 


You're welcome Home dear Johnny, you're welcome to me, 


For my Daughter Molly has bcen dreaming of thee, 


I hope, my dear Johnny, a good Voyage you! ve made, 


age I've had U 
Where is your Daughter Molly, go fetch her to me, 


To drown Melancholy, that merry we may be. 
My Daughter ſhe is buſy, and cannot come royou, 
There is an o'd Score, but Il) rrult a Pot or two, 
He hung down his Head, and thus he did ſay, 
Come lend mea Candle, and to bed 1 Hl away, 


His Anſwer was to tier, a bad Voy 7 


My Beds are all, full, and bave been this Week, 
So fora new Lodg ug. Jon you mult ſcek, 

He hung down his Head. and thus to her did Gay, 
Gome tell me ye old Bawd what I have lo pay: 
There's fifry 200d Sbillings, good Shillings of old, 
Wien that he pull'd out his two Handfuls of Gold; 
He paid her all his R-ckoning he paid ber all was duc, 
So now for the futute, ſach old W bores adicu, 
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bal Moy hearing this, down Stairs ſhe run, 
And with a pleaſant Countenance ſmil'd on John, 
She kiſs'd in. and eall'd him het Honey, ber Dear; 
be green Bed is empty, and thou ſhalt lie ads 


Befor 
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Me, 


Befor 


A 5 ) 
[Beforeil | lie there,” In lie io the Street, 
Iso for a new Lodging I'm reſolved to ſeek, 


H e made her this rep)y,. as out of Doors be wra'd, - 
Both yeu and your Mother lie there and be burn d 


All you young Sailors take Warning by me. 
y 


Make much of your Money, for plainly you ſee. 3 
While a Man bas Money, he may both ſing and roar, 
Witho ut that Companion he is tura'd out of Deor. 


So x x=&Þ . B"D"D 


Jemmy sbe Plongh Boy. 


1 Mother, pray conſider, and pity m Fa | 
For I'm. reſolved o marry, if l may with Submiſſion ; | 

Pray g've me your Conſent, and not my hopes deſtroy , 
lean love none but Toys my pretty Plough ous 


Daughter, leave our Foo!i ing, Marriage do not mentions: : 
oY Men are Jeceirfal and falſe in thei: Pretenſions; I 

T h-y will deceive you, do all that. you caa“ 
So falſe and deeeitfula Creature is Man. 


Dear Mother, do bot rave for I mean to marry, 
For I will bave a Husband. no longer will 1 rarry ; 


W hile Beauty's in its Blooin, ſhall I trifle away my Time, 
When Jemmy, the pretty Plough Boy, will be mine. 


But jemmy's Name that is ſcorn'd and derided, 


Pray have a Man of Faſhion, and follow as the Time i is % 
For bad is the beſt, Wedlock's a heavy Score; | 


n leave j your praitiog, of e talk no more. | 


If Marriage a ſcornfel; why did you wed my Father 2. 


For if you had not marry'd, you had nat had a Daughte, 
Unleſs unlawful Luſt had led you aſtray ; 


So let me wed my Jemmy, dear Mother, 1 pray, 


You ſhall not weda Tory, Iam reſolv 4, your Micion, 
Fer if you're reſoly'd to marry, take one of my Opinion, 


Then. 


1. 
There's Tommy born ia Dublin, that honeſt Iriſh Soul, 
He oft with me to Meeting goes, my Child de cot a Fool. 


But alas ! rerider Motber, what wed me to a Canter? 
1 can'tabide an Iriſhman, nor yet a fly Diſſenter; 

For I love an honeſt Chucel- man, like to my Jemmy dear, 
Far he's a true born Englifhman, he does no Colours fear. 


Now you're s minching Harlot, do ye deſpiſe a Canter? 
There's none ſo kind and loving, my 1 45 a Diſſenter; 
Tories are out of Fafhion, can you wed fo mean?: 
Againſt your Mother's Will, go you'rea ſaucy Quean, 


But Motber I do find, to Lose you area Stranger, 

And I love my deareſt Jewel, although he is a Kanger 
Though he's ſcorn'd by you and you turn me ou: of Dcor, 
It does increaſe my tender Love indeed to him che more. 


"Tis he ſhall be my Portion, my true Love forever; 
Nothing but Death our loud Alarins ſhall our Love ſever; 
Tis he thatis my Jewel, my Love and my Joy, 

So I love none but Jemmy my pretty Plough Bey, 


We will live in the Vab ies, it none ſhew us Favour, 
For Jemmy is my true love and e be for ever, 
The Birds they ſhall feed us, in Groves we will abide, 
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In Koſes fair we'll make our Beds, whea I'm Jemmy's Bride. 
The young Man. Ceuriſbip, or, the creſty Maid": ps | 
Anſwer. 


e you a Taſte, if for be not in Haſte, 
If it pleaſes;yoor F:ncy fo greatly; 

To tell you the Truth it was of a young Youth, 
T hat he courted a Damſel compleatly. 


One Morning it was upon the green Graſs, 
As | 1aw this Couple together 7 
He looked io brisk, and 10 nearly did ſrisk, 


And his Heart was as light as a Feather. And 
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And 281 drew near, | liten'd to di | 
How this bonny young Lad did greet her, 

And thus he began, he ſpoke like a Man, 
As ſoon as ever he did meet her. 


Fair and ſofily, m 2 pretty ſweet Maid 
Where are you fo haftily gon 

| pray come fit down a While in this Shade, 
For | have agreat Mind to be wooing. 


Tre Angel-like Feature hath made me, 
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That | heve not the power to withſtand mee; 


But yield thou to me, and thy Servant I'll be, 
When ſoever you pleaſe to command me. 


Indeed, kind Sir, I am young and fond, 


And nut learn'd at the School of CM, 
Your Meaning | cannot well underſtand, 
Fot indeed Pm as childiſh as ſtapid. 


II prithee, my Dear, thou needs not fear, 


But my meaning is eaſy to gather; 
Be courteous and kind, and you foon ſhall find, 
That I very fain would be 3 Father. 


And for Beauty and Wit, there's much in it. 
To pleaſe me as ſuch a fair Lady, 

My Bride thou ſhalt be, and quickly ſhall av 
P11 get thee a pretty ſweet Baby. 


Your wanton Courtſhip, Sir, the ſaid, 
I can by no means reliſh fine, 

It is not a fit Thing for to torment a Maiden, 
That ſtili would be modeſt and kind. 


Bat if you have a mind. a Wiſe for to find, 
Ipray you Sir, look for another; 
Long Iwill ſtay before Iwill marry. 
lam too young to be 2 Mother. 


How canſt thou be ſo hard-harted, my Dear, 
Since Capid has a Maid in Subjeccon: | 
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_ Jneverbeguil'da Maiden ſo mild, 
Iptithee Love grant me Affection. 


I'Ibuy thee fine Things, Gloves, Ribbons and Rings. 
And Jewels with Goldadoredf © 

Nothing thou ſhall want, if Love thov wilt grant, 
And | prethee Love do not thou ſcorn it 


© +» Your Ribbons and Gloves, pray keep for your Loves, 
For a Foo! would be fond with a Babble ; | 
Such dainty fine Toys, ſome, Mai 
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For Iam none of ſuch a Sabble. 


I Yield up my Heart, to a Man of Deſert, 

For | ſcornto be won with I'rifles 

Coxcomb Pate, it gets nothing but Hate, 
In an empty Bag you may riffle, . 


Fair Maid you are little but yet you are loud. 

No Lover will ever obey, . IM 

You ſeem to be ſcornful, I fearyou' re proud, 
Your Speeches do ſorely betray. 


Although I am little, I am of good Mettle, | 
I icorne to be won with a Widgeon; 
You miſt of your Way, when you forced me to ſtay 


For you thought I had been a tame Pidgeon. 


But fince yanꝰ re begnil'd, good Sir be not wild, 
Being you are a Lover forſaken; © 


And ſo fare you well, I'll Home and go tell, | 
I hat you met a Maid would not be taken. 


And there ſhe left this young Man in Amaze, 
He was almeſt depriv*d of his Senſes; 
It will tegch him more Wit, when he wants a Hit 
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